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One 


Author's Notes: 


added more, of course, ‘cause | hoped a *little* more would happen, y'know? ;) 


Enjoy! 


Robert and Jimmy (now bathed in sweat) interplayed throughout this song with uninhibited abandon. At one point, 
Robert hung his arm around Page's neck and kissed the back of his head. When Jmmy turned around and grinned, 
Robert winked at the crowd and planted a couple of more kisses on Ummy’s face. They were playing up the 
"sexual" side of their musical personas to the hilt 


-Chuck Heck (concert review, san diego sports arena, 3/10/1915) 


eR 


Ever since | started dating Jimmy Page, I've always wanted to tell the world about it. | feel so proud of him. 
Sometimes, | imagine him in a stage all alone, sitting on a chair and a guitar on his lap, weaving ethereal 
melodies with his delicate fingers, casting a spell on thousands of people; a spell so strong that one can do 


nothing but listen in awe. | imagine myself as one amongst the crowd, boasting to everyone around me. 


"You see that genius of a man on the stage? He's my boyfriend." 


But | know | can't do that; the situation won't allow me to. At least not for quite a while. Despite the secrecy, | 
still hope that one day, the world will know about us. | don't know when that moment will come, but it will come 


one day. 


He knows it, too. It was his idea that we keep it a secret until the time comes. We still fuck groupies, 
pretending to be ladies‘ men, when our hearts belong to each other. It's so painful, but | have to do it. | have 
to make this sacrifice for him. Those chicks think I'm passionate in bed, when | actually get off on thinking 
about him. Sometimes, the pretense gets excruciating, and | have to politely tell the lady in bed to sod off in 
the middle of it. When she's out, | lock the door and let my body rack with sobs. 


Whenever we're alone, | give all of myself to him. During those precious moments, all my worries and stress 
wash away. Ecstasy spreads throughout every fibre of my body. That's why | etch those memories, whether 
it's soulful lovemaking or a nice walk in the woods, in a deep sanctuary of my heart, where only he exists. 
When we're alone, we exhale our hopes and dreams, and it feels like home. It feels like the outer world doesn't 


exist. 


Once it dawned on me that thousands of people have actually seen us making love-in our gigs. | know it sounds 
like a metaphor, but | do really feel the same bliss of sexual climax when I'm on stage with him. My moans and 
wails aren't fake, they do come from my loins. And guess who makes me do those things? James Patrick Page. 


He doesn't need any physical contact to give me orgasms. 


Now we're in San Diego, in the middle of "Whole Lotta Love". The whizzing and whirring of his theremin pools 
between my legs, setting my nether region on fire. | know I'm getting close with every moan, and when the 
orgasm hits me, stars burst in my body and produce the most erotic wail to ever come out of my mouth. | 
close my eyes during the silent aftershocks. When | open my eyes, the kids are an ocean of thunderous 
applause. My whole body is drenched in sweat, and so is Jimmy's, who blows kisses to the crowd. 


| approach my beloved and drape an arm around his neck. Without any inhibition, | press a tender kiss in his 
hair, darker than ebony. He gives me a surprised, but not frightened glance, then he turns his head to the 
audience and shoots them that adorable grin, which forms crinkles at the corner of his eyes. As if it were a 


cue to kiss him more, | wink at the crowd, take his face in my hands, and kiss his right cheek, then the other. 


Then, the epiphany hits me like a giant boulder. This is the moment I've been waiting for for the last five 
years. My heart pounds dangerously, about to explode any second. | look into his perfect green eyes and see 
the same thought sparkling around his irises. 


"Do it" He whispers, but | can hear the desperate plead there. 


| think no more. My hands skim up his sweaty back under his jacket, his fingers lace in my hair, and our lips 
join. In the hot need between our tongues, our surroundings fade away. We kiss like the world is ending, and it 


feels like an eternity. 


When he finally breaks the kiss, | lean my forehead on his, slightly panting. 


"| love you." He says softly. 


"| love you.” 


The faint sound of the roaring crowd reaches my ears, but | can't tell if it's encouraging or threatening. | don't 
know how the world will react to this, or how many pictures have been taken of this "scandalous" or 


"controversial" public tryst. | don't care how many hearts I've broken. | don't care. 


All | care about is that he is mine, and | am his. 


